A     L O ND ON     YEAR

This experience preyed so continuously on the
young man's mind that he declared to a doctor who
saw him that the wizard of St. Paul's was always
calling him and that his life had become a thing of
horror. What a spot for a magician ! What a
scene for a drama with a great city lying below
like a map : the ideal vantage ground from which
an Asmodeus might pry into the secrets of eight
million lives !

I climb down into the Golden Gallery and down
to the Stone Gallery, Here the visitors have altered.
A new group lean over the stonework, trying to take
in the enormous network of London. Their guide
is trying to trace the Roman wall for them, to show
them where London began, but the visitors just
stand gazing out with blank expressions over the
endless roofs. It is too big to explain away in a
ten-minute talk !

I wonder what they are really thinking. Is that
man thinking, c A fool is born every minute down
there/ or is he thinking 6 Millions of homes and
millions of people searching for happiness, suffering
, . . loving, hating, and everywhere something
good in the very worst of them . . . ' ? Is he ?
No. He takes out his watch, looks alarmed, and
says to his wife in an injured voice :

* What about tea ? '

They leave London to others and climb downstairs.

EVERY morning soon after 9 a.m. a big green char-a-
banc draws up near the office of the American
Express Company in the Haymarket.
The men passengers stand around buying the
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